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WM. ESTILL, 
No. 30, Broad street, 
FOR THE EDITOR, 


Mrs. C. Gilman, 
At One Dollar per annum. 


1% LONG CAIN, 
A FAIRY TALE.. 


Alice — the daugh- 
ter of a Carolina Planter, 
was an interesting girl, belov- 
ed by watchful and affec- 
tionate parents. She was 
perfectly obedient, and very 
useful. No one was more 
just than Alice, in the distri- 
butions of the store-room, or 
adroit in the| mysteries of the 
pantry. The negrees knew, 
that coaxing wouid gain no 
point with their young mis- 
tress. Already, with ingenu- 
ity beyond her years, she 
could cut clothes for the in- 
fants on the plantation, and 
her needle was a welcome 
sight in the huts of the 
slaves. She had but one 
fault. That, alas, was a 

She could not 


eat one. 
, fook cheerfully, unless she 





had her own way. While 
her duties were faithfully 


performed, her bright eyes 
would be c! nota smile | 
hovered on her lips, and her 
whole was like 


rather 


appearance 
of an overtasked slave, 


- h-yy a... a ee . 


Une day when Alice was — 
gaily talking over a plate of 
ground-nuts, her mother re- 
quested her assistance in fin- 
ishing ® wrapper fora sick 
servant. Alice, of course, 
consented ; but a cloud gath- 
ered onher brow. She took 
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thought of prettiness, or, in 
Sitting in this uncomforta- 
ble state of she felt 
F sensa- 








vod 
to look unhappy; still ~ hey 
chin attracted her, for it cer- 
tainly was lengthening. She 
dr her work, and felt it 
with both hands; it pushed 
itself between them. She 
tried to rise; Tt was impossi- 





her work in one -orner of the 
room, and commenced sew- 
ing as if her life depended on 
every stitch. Mrs. Somers 
began to converse on com- 
mon topics; Alice was silent. 
She related a laughable an- 
ecdote; not a smile illumina- 
ted Alice’s brow.—She ask- 
ed her séme questions; mon- 
osyllables were the only re- 
ply. Tired of this unsocial 
intercourse, her mother with- 
drew to another apartment. 
Still Alice sewed on, with a’ 


ble. She attempted to call 
her mother; her voice seems. 
ed chained. Her chin in- 
creased every moment, until 
at length she saw it. What 
& moment ofshorror, a horror 
increased by the idea, that 
this was a punishment for 
looking unkindly on her pa- 
rents and teachers! In dread- 
ful alarm and perplexity, she 
gazed wildly around her. 

Suddenly she heard a soft 
fluttering, with delicate tink. 
ings like musical wings, and 





face elongated beyond all 


pliding on a sunbeam, ap. 
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peared a minute female fig- a LL 
ure, which floated before her. For my Youngest CHARLESTON: 
Her form was chaste and Readers. Wat@edapy Sepiember MoASIR. 
a : —————— 


symmetrical as the column 
of ashell. Herdrapery was 
woven from humming-birds’ 
plumes, and dazzled the eyes 
of Alice, until they rested on 
her tiny face, fair as a clem- 
atis’ blossom peeping from its 
robe of green, t every mo- 
tion of her wings, a thousand 
Iftle bells, musically tuned, 
rang out a sweet melody, * 
While her feet, white and 
noiseless as the falling petal 
of a bay flower, kept time in 
graceful transitions to their 
soft harmony. 

The musi¢ ceased, and a 
voice still sweeter, though 
piercing as the cicada at sum- 
mer’s noon, addressed poor 


Alice. : 
1 am Tinytella, Wt said, 


the friend of children. I 
know your misfortune, and 
its cause. There is but one 
cure,—the feeling and smile 
of Good Humor. Her bright 
blue eyes looked full in 
Alice’s face, her little mouth 
dimpling, like the water in a 
ose-vase when it receives 
flowers. Alice smiled. In- 
stantly the frightful deformi- 
ty disappeared, and she heard 
the bells of 'Dinytella tink; 
ling on the distant air. 





Anecdote. 

_ Inthe suburbs of the city 
Charleston, there are lar 
grass lots, Where a great c 
lection of negro women wag 
and dry clothes. A little gi 
of 4 years old, riding by one) 
the greens with her moth 





asked, “Is this Washington 








- John had a par-rot. 
It was a pret-ty par-rot. 
It could whis-tle and 
,and say, ‘ bad- 
.” One day James 
es was sentto school; 
he stop-ped to play mar- 
bles in the street. Poll 
was sit-ting on the fence. 
She saw James and cal- 
led out, bad boy! James 
thought that Poll spoke 
tohim. He caught u 

his mar-bles, and ran o 

to school, and said his 
les-son. James made 


his bow, and went home. 
wee ewe was well ing a 


long, he saw the par-rot. 
** Now,” said he,‘‘I won- 
der if Poll will say bad 
boy.” Poll did not say 
bad boy. butsaid ha! ha! 
ha! “Poll is glad,” said 
little James, “ that I do 
not stop to play tru-ant. 
He laughs.” Then John 
sent for James to see his 
par-rot, and he held a 
stick to her, and she bit 
it, and he strok-ed her 
green feath-ers, and 
when she said, “ bad 
boy,” James knewitwas 
nothe. So James nev- 
er stop-ped a-gain, to 
play in the street, and 
when naugh-ty chil-dren 






| ask-ed him, he said, “‘no.” 











*.* The Editor acknow!l- 
edges, with deep sensibility, 
the encouraging patronage 
she has received from this 
community. Her prayer 
henceforth shall be, that she 
may “offend none of these 
little ones.” 





Portugal. 
DONA MARIA. 


Most ladies, and some geht- 
tlemen are ignorant even of 
the Royal Families in Eu- 
rope. We teach our children 
past history with great soli- 
citude, but when, on coming 
tu yours uf refictulon, they 


look into a paper of foreign 
news, they are lost in a laby- 
rinth of names. 

Have our young readers 
heard their parents speak of 
Dona Maria? She is only 
fourteen years old, and .is 
Queen of Portugal. Read, 
and say whether you think 
she is happy. Her Father 
is Don Pedro, late Emperor 
of Brazil, that vast country 
in South America. He has 
given Brazil to his little son, 
Don Sebastian, and gone to 
Europe to miake war against 
his wicked brother, Don Mi- 
guel, who has taken away 
Dona Maria’s throne, and 
wears her crownin Portugal. 
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Her uncle killed or impris- 
ened her best fiends, and, 
thousands, who would have 
loved and served her, she 
will never see-again. 

Not long since, her sub- 
jects on the Island of Ter- 
teira, one of the Azores, west 
of Portugal, acknowledged 
her as Queen. She went with 
her father from England, and 
there on that Island, sur- 
sounded by rocks and the 
ocean, her loyal soldiers vow- 
ed to restore her to Portugal. 

News came onthe 27th 
that she and Don Pedro had 
reached Portugal, andobtain- 
ed possession of Oporto, a 
town on the sea coast. 

How her young heart 
must ache, when she thinks 
that her brave soldiers are 
dying for her. You shall be 
informed of the next news, 
but in order to give interest 
to it, look for every place a- 
bove mentioned on you, 
maps. 

Don, or Dom, and Dona, 
dre Portuguese terms of dis- 
tinction, like Sir, or Madam. 


Mos ese ROSS SESE ES io 


DIED, on the 23d ult. 
in the 14th year of her age, 
‘Marearet Exiza Dove.as. 


Fiow blessed are they whose transient 


years, 
Passlikean evening meteor’s flight, 
Wot dark with guilt,nor dim with tears, 
‘Whose course is short, unclouded, 
bright,—.2ndrews Norton. 
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Communication. 








Mrs. Epitor.—I was 
uite glad tosee the Rose 
Boo. It has a pretty name; 
and the pieces in it are very 
clever, and are not too long, 
so that it does not tire meéto 
read them. Papa has sub- 
scribed for it forme. But 
what pleased me most of all 
was, you invited any of your 
subscribers to write pieces for 
you. Iam afraid I cannot 
write any thing fit for the 
Rose Bud, but | want you 
very much to write some- 
thing for me. This 1 know 
you can do, and [ hope you 
will be so kind as to oblige 
me. What I want you to 
write about is this. My 
Mamma isa very religious 
lady. I won’t tell what 
Church she goes to, for you 
have forbidden me to say any 
thing about Denominations, 
but she is very religious. 
Well, Ma’am, because my 
maimma is very strict in her 
religion (and indeed my 
Papa too) she makes me 
keep so quiet on Sunday, I 
can neither have my plays 
at home, nor goany where to 
play withmy acquaintances. 
Besides this, she requires me 
toread to her a chapter 
(commonly the one the 
preacher’s text was taken 
from) morning and afternoon. 
And as if that were not 
enough, she also obliges me 
to go to Sunday-school. All 
these restraints, and a great 
many more, she puts upon 
me, and says al! are for my 
good, and I ought to be very 








* 





grateful to God that I have 
pious parents who take so 
much — with me. But 
really, Mrs. Editor, I cannot 
see itso. Why might I not 
be permitted to be as happy 
as some children I know, 
who are not pothered about 
reading chapters, reciting 
verses, going to Sunday- 


school, and such like things? 


Do, Ma’am, be so very goodas 
to write a piece for me in the 
Rose-Bud, to convince my 
mamma, she ought not to be 
so particular with me on 
Sundays. Please excuse my 
not signing more than half 
my name. 

Marta 





Want of room compels the 


Editor to postpone her an,- 
swer to the foregoing letter. 








N otices ; of Books, 


_1. The Well Spent Howr. Third Ediy 
tion. 2. Hymns, Songs, and Fables, in 
verse. 3. WordsofTruth. 4. Sequel 
to the Well Spent Hour. 


It is gratifying to the friends of this 
pure and interesting writer, to pem 
ceive inthe columns of an English pes 
riodical, a notice, that “The Well 
= Hour” Mas passed through ari 

it10n in that country, and receives 
deserved hy omen ae The present is 
the third American edition. “The 
Well Spent Hour,” is adapted to chil- 
dren from 7 to 10 years of age. The 
“Sequel,” although simple in its style 
1s appropriate to youth from that age 
to 14 years, The “Hymns,” &c. and 
“Words of Truth,” are for the first 
mentigned class ; but we assure our 
young readers, that older and think- 
ing minds love to read these charming 
books. It is no proof of a superior 
understanding to ridicule works* for 
the young. The youth with a few 
sentences of Horace in his head, and 
the miss with her Rhetoric in her 
hand, frequently look doyn with 
contempt on what the philosopher and 
nran of taste admire,, , 
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ORIGINAL PORTE, 








“or sUCH IS THE KINGDOM OF 


HEAVEN.” 


Qh! why should children fear, 
When sickness lingers by, 
To lie down in the grave, 
And close the languid eye, 
Since Jesus Christ his word has giver, » 
That such us we shall enter Heaven? 


Then Weep sot, parents daz, 
Because we go above, _ 
We leave you here below, 
To seek a tenderer love ; 
For Jesus Christ his word has given _ 
That such as we shall enter Heaven. © 


Where death has set his seal ; 
Nor shrink at those chill hands, 
That have not power to feel, 
For Jesus Christ his word has given, 
That such as we shall enter Heaven. 


Muse often on our graves, 
But not in stern despair, 
Celestial thoughts will spring, 
And teach kind lessons there ; 
But ask, if Christ his word has given, 
‘That parted friends shalt mect in Heaven.. 


Let our young playmates come, 


And view the grassy mound, - 


And plant their early flowers, 
As if twere happy ground; 
For Jesus Christ his word has given, 
‘That such as’ they shall enter Heaven. 


Let old men wander here, 
And with a “ natura] sigh,” 
Think why we’ve reach’d our home, 
When they are lingering by; 
And ask, if Christ his word has given, 
"That their grey hairs shall enter Heaver. 
And let the worldly come, 
Pause on their busy way, 


And while a transient tear, 
Rolls o’er our lifdess clay, 





(In return for the First No. oftithe Rose Bud.) 


Ack their own hearts, if Christ has gi 


__ Let sinners come alone, 
And bow down o’er our dust, 
And crush each wicked thought, 
And seek a better trust, 
And ask, if Christ the hope has given, 
That their dark souls can enter Heaven: 


This solemn truth to see.— % 

If dust to dust, then soul to Soul, : 

Must be the great decree. . 
Where can so bless’d a spot be given, 

a ee ee e 
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TO A FLOWER SENT ME BY MRS. —, 


Sweet Rose! thou’rt welcome to my bower, 
Pledge of a stranger’s fostering care, 

Thy fragrant breath is known, fair flower, 
And brings a weleome every where. 


How frequently in life’s long way, 
A Bud, a Leaf, when well bestow’d, 
Will give the kind affections play, 
And cheer and bless the thorny road, F 





For me—should cold indifference blight, 
Or satire scathe, with barb unseen, 
This gift will rise to memory’s sight, 
With its bright face and clustering green. . 
C. G. 





§(_} Subscribers who have not received the 
first number of the Rose Bud, can obtain 
pie eves 
iF Several communications have ned ‘ 
excuse delay, as our room is limited. af 

ff i 
ETTER Pressa inting, if 

Binding, executed with cabs endebier 4 
cy execu n +] 
patch, by 


WILLIAM ESTILL, 
at the office of the Rose Bup, No 60, Broag- 
street, Chaslesten, 8, C, 
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